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O! Lord Ancient, Here is thy palladium. My Puerile Force here has no place never. Thy dust-hill is root-idea and power Eliminating my force-paradigm. Statics is Thine, but mine's fiction-whim Void of meaning, hollowed in wan cover. Where is attitude in a dust-shower Heap'd on the stiff and cold geometry dim? Form and substance prevail my force and mass As notions and proof failing in phases Of Thy moon; activum thema wins the toss To1 beat as function of feet Thine in spaces Bringing Far and Near in unplastic cross Of a 'my'thic ground in hypotheses!.
XXXVIH
Reachless Thou art for lingua is spellbound, And winding words of mine are last blossoms. Language-Kid lisps with its biteless gums. Where's the parent stem, I ask the hound, It tells that vocabulary is bound And intertwined with structured mumps. The vocal word is known to Pasu's jumps Into the genera of births crown'd or drown'd. The verbal is a charactered preform! O! Philology! Aaroor is more numen! A placement profound within a felt charm Of joy of proximity leaping again Upward as a might grazing on a calm,    . Plummetting into the hill-let in my ken.ds. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
